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For Faujhis yf thou folow flyll,

the blynded God to pleafe,
And wylt not feke, by Reafons Rule,

to purchafe thyne owne eafe,
Long canfl thou not thy frends enioy

but byd them all farewell.
And leaue thy lyfe, and giue thy foule

to depeft fluds of Hell.
Leaue of therfore, betymes and let

Affection beare no fwaye>
And now at fyrfl the Fyre quench

before it further flraye,
Eche thyng is eafely made to obaye,

whyle it is yong and grene,
The tender twyg, that now doth bend

at length refufeth cleane.
The feruent Fyre, that flamyng fyrfl,

may lytell water drenche,
When as it hath obtayned tyme,

whole Ryuers can not quenche:
Forfake the Town, (rny Faujlus deare)

and dwell, vpon this playne,
And tyme fhall heale, thy feflryng wound

and Abfence banyfh Payne.
Aboue all thynges fly Idlenes,

For this doth dowble flrength,
To Louers flams, and makes them rage,

tyl all be loft at length,
Here in thes felds, are pleafaunt things

to occupye thy brayn,
Be hold: how fpryng reuyues agayn,

that winter late had flayne,
Behold: the plefaunt Hylles adournd,

with dyuers colours fayre,
Geue eare to Sdllas lufty fonges,

reioyfynge in the ayr,
What pleafure canfl thou more defyre,

then here is for to fe: